VJii                            PREFACE

for his strangely opposing enthusiasms. The real subjects
of this book are not, in fact, the people in it but are
three delightful things, food, sport and music. I am
no sportsman: I know nothing about fishing, ski-ing
or shooting, but the other two subjects I fa knwv some-
thing about. Firstly food; there are descriptions,
suggestions, scents and savours here that make your
mouth water. \Vith this bonk in your hand you could go
anywhere in Europe and cat miraculous funds that with-
out this book you never would have thought of. And
then sport: in the chapter about shooting in Poland,
somehow you have, in your nostrils as you read, the
very flavour of that country! Jt is as though you had
become yourself, for a brief while, a marvellous ecstatic
sportsman. I must confess that that is the last thing that
I myself would want to be. No, my mie sympathy with
the author is kirn of the music that tauts in and out of
these pages an eternal refrain. That anyone who shoots
and fishes so adroitly, who knows almost as completely
as M- Boulcstm the delicate dishes that can enrapture,
that he should also delight us magnificently in the
minutiae of a Toscanmi gives this bwik an unusual
atmosphere, Lastly, it is a picture, I fancy, of a dying
world. There is so much information here, there arc so
many details that perhaps fifty years from now will seem
incredible fantasies; that is, \ think, where this book i*
important, A picture of a world dying, with spotting
gestures, to fast music,